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	Deleted Scenes

_A/N: How's it going? ^-^ Okay, so I was procrastinating on homework, and I came across this beautiful document called "Deleted Scenes." My curiosity got the better of me, and I took a peak._

_So, I was (and still am -.-) planning on making a few remakes, Twilight Princess being one of them. Two years ago I started writing little drabbles of the beginning, and trying to do my best to get started on it. However, me being a perfectionist, I hated everyone of them, and instead of backspacing everything, I would cut what I hated and I put it on a separate doc, which of course, I deemed "Deleted Scenes."_

_What does this have to do with you? Nothing, I'd just thought I'd share it. :p So please, enjoy!_

_Disclaimer: I don't own Zelda, boo hoo. Also, I wrote the beginning portions of this when I was 13 and the ending ones when I was 14. Obviously, the ones near the end are better, so if you find yourself getting bored just read the last one. Annndd not every "scene" is in the same world, because I change my mind a lot. Like, all of them have Link being 10 except for one in which he's like, 6 or 7. Also they're out of order. Understood? Good. I'll stop typing now. I probably already turned a few people off. Okay. Please enjoy._

_And lol, sorry for the awkward line breaks. I couldn't figure out how to make actual ones, and "***" kept not showing up for some reason. :/_

_*#*#_

On this day, a legend will begin. A legend that will be handed down generation to generation. One that tells a tale of a young lad, adorned in green, who went through great lengths to save his land. Though all of the stories told about this courageous youth would be false-stories always are. Here today, the truth will be revealed. So here it is: The Birth of a Legend.

*#*#

She suddenly doubled over, going into a huge coughing fit. Her body heaved, going up and down; she couldn't breath. She collapsed, using the tree for support, the coughs seeming endless. A hand went up to her mouth, the other sliding down from the tree to her side.

When the wheezing stopped, her all she could see was blobs of color. She blinked, and brought up a hand to dry her eyes, but the sapphire pools deflated as they caught the red dripping down her palm. She let out a shaky breath-a cloud of white fanned her face-and unsteadily stood up. She took a quick look behind her, pulled her hood further down her face, then continued to walk the path, leaving behind her bloody hand print. She disappeared within the canopy of the forest, away from the moon and stars.

_I always promised I would protect you. No matter the danger, no matter the price. I promised both of you. I've already failed her, but you my son, you're going to shine. People from miles and miles away will know your name. But when you go out on your adventure, please, always remember . . . ._

_Always remember, that Mommy loves you, with all of her heart._

_*#*#_

She was in a very dense part of the woods, the many chirps of crickets and cicadas somehow made her more at peace. With all that noise, it would be hard to find them. At least, that's what she told herself. There was a downside to the many animals of the forest, however. For every times she heard an owl hoot or the scurry of a fox against the forest floor, her heart stopped, and she forgot to breath. _It could be them_, she would tell herself, _Don't move!_

It never was, but that didn't stop her from worrying.

She continued down the path, her movements nimble, her breath quick. She was glad for the darkness, as it concealed her. However, it also proved difficult to see, which didn't help her at all. Oh, what she would do for an apple . . . .

"Mommy?" she heard a soft voice mumbled. She stopped and rearranged the child on her back, now holding him in her arms.

"It's alright, my child," she whispered, lightly kissing the top of his golden head. "It's almost daytime. You think you can make it?"

He wrapped his arms around her neck and buried his head in her shoulder. "What about you?" She froze, staring down at him in surprise. He looked up at her, his eyes burning, "I'm not so little anymore. I can understand what's happening." he coughed, bringing his hands to his lips, "We've been on the road for days without any food, and the last time we had a water break was yesterday. I'm heavy, and you've been carrying me pretty much this whole time. You need a break." He stared at her with determined eyes, "Put me down."

She was shocked. _No_, her hands started to shake. _They can't be right. Can they?_ No, she refused to believe it. Her precious baby will never go through that torment. She'd die before she let that happen.

"Mom?" he stared up at her, confused, "Are you okay?"

She blinked, "Of course, Angel." She set him down, "Mommy's just . . . tired. Don't worry, we're almost there." She held out a hand, "I promise." He nodded, and shakily took her hand.

It had been many hours since she and her son uttered those words. It was a fatal mistake to listen to him. She could no longer deny who her son was. The evidence was there all along, she just never wanted to listen. She was selfish, and now it was too late to prevent it. She looked up at the rising sun, tears spilling down her face. She had to protect him, no matter what.

With a deep breath, she pulled herself up. She heard a sickening snapping sound, and with a gasp fell back down on her belly. She bit her tongue, holding back a scream. Waves of pain pounded on her back. Her head felt light-headed, and she blacked out.

When she arose, the sun was much higher in the sky. She stared at it, her breath quickening. No . . . she squeezed her eyes shut. Was she too late?

She placed her hands to her sides, bracing her arms. _Come on!_ she took in a deep breath, _Your baby's in trouble!_ She pushed herself up, her arms shaking in effort. Pain shot up through her arms, and she screamed. She sat up, leaning against a tree. Her arms ached, her muscles were sore, and her back sent little tiny shock waves to her brain, telling her to get off her back. She couldn't. She sat, catching her breath, looking around the forest.

Her eyes caught a low branch on the tree next to her. She crawled, her muscles protesting all the way, and grasped the branch, pulling herself up. She hugged the tree, gasping for breath, trying to let the massive migraine slow down. When it finally did, she surveyed her surroundings. She noticed a stick on the ground, and picked it up. She found it to be strong enough to lean on, so she used in like a walking cane.

She walked across the clearing in the direction opposite to where she pointed her son to, but stopped half way. She put her hand in the satchel that was around her waist, and pulled out an ocarina. It was a greyish greenish color, with a darker green by the mouth piece. It was a family heirloom, and she planned to keep it in the family. She dropped it on the forest floor, and with haist hurried out of there.

She cut her palm with her walking stick to draw blood, and rubbed it against the tree. She looked back, realizing this was her last chance to say goodbye. She shook her head, turning her back to the instrument. _Stop being selfish_, she took in a deep breath, _and protect your son!_ With that, she walked into the forest.

She was never found alive again.

*#*#

It was about four in the morning when Rusl woke up. He did his normal morning routine: get up, get some bread and butter, have breakfast, and go out to collect firewood. Though, something seemed off putting. While walking through the forest, he noticed that it was eerily quiet. He heard no whistling birds or the morning wind that normally accompanied him. It was unsettling, and Rusl wanted to get out of there as soon as possible.

He was in Faron Woods, and after counting his wood, he decided that he had enough, when he suddenly saw a bublin. It looked around, batting a club in it's hands, it's eyes a bloodred, full with rage and bewilderment. A sweat fell from Rusl's brow. It took a quick sniff in the air, and growled. Rusl went to grab his sword, but came out with nothing but air. He had left it on the couch. It smiled, then turned around . . . towards a tree?

Rusl got out of his stance, bewildered. What was it doing? He picked up the biggest branch in his pile-one about three inches in diameter-and crept

Rusl carefully let his wood on the ground and back up out of the clearing. The bublin payed no mind to him and grinned, hitting the tree with it's club. A shriek came out of the tree. Rusl stopped, his eyes widening. It was a child! He quickly picked up the closest thing to a weapon on him-a branch, about three inches in diameter-and charged.

The bublin continued to slam the tree, and a little boy fell out, landing on the ground by the bublin's feet. It smirked, and roughly grabbed the boy by the shirt and lifted him high. The boy was kicking the air, struggling to break loose. The bublin-savoring the moment-brought up the club to knock the boy out. Rusl was there before he raised it.

He kicked the bublin off his feet. This action caused it to throw the boy, who hit a rock, not too far away, gasping for breath. Rusl brought his club up and hit the bublin in the chest, a snapping sound echoing through the woods. The bublin shrieked, so surprised by the sudden turn of events, and blindly hit Rusl in the knee, causing him to fall. He quickly rolled away-just barely avoided the deadly club-and rose to his feet. He swung with as much strength as he could, and he hit the bublin square in the face. It grunted, then fell to the ground.

Rusl dropped the branch, staring down at the creature, and swallowed. Then he remembered the boy, and with haste turned around and ran towards the rock. The boy was still gasping, leaning against the rock with his eyes squeezed tight. Rusl knelt next to him, and placed a gentle hand to his shoulder. The boy jumped, falling on his back, tears close to falling.

"P-ple-" he gasped, tears streaming down his dirt covered face.

Rusl put his hands in the air, "I'm not going to hurt you. I'm here to help," the boy continued to try to catch his breath, his lips started to turn blue. Rusl quickly sat him in a sitting position, leaning him against the rock. "Sh, don't talk. Just focus on breathing and staying awake," the boy nodded his head, hands shaking. "Don't worry. That monster is gone. You're fine and safe. I won't let anything happen to you. Just calm down, and breath."

"I-I'm . . . ." he whispered, clutching onto Rusl's hands

"It's alright. Just try to breath. In, out."

Rusl continued to whisper comforting words, one hand gently stroked his shoulder, the other free so that the boy could have something to hold onto. This continued on for awhile, until the boy's breathing calmed into a weeze.

"Better?" Rusl asked, a concerned look in his eyes.

"B-better," the boy wheezed, and leaned his head against the rock.

"You have asthma?" he questioned, sitting on the forest floor cross legged.

The boy coughed, and took a deep breath, "Yeah. I ge-get it sometimes."

Rusl leaned forward, his eyes comforting, "How old are you?"

The boy held out both of his hands.

"Ten? We have a few kids that age in our village. Two, as a matter of fact. We also have a four year old and a three year old. I can introduce you to them if you would like?"

He gasped, bringing a hand to his chest, "We're by a village?" Rusl nodded his head, a soft smile on his lips. The boy laughed, tears streaming down his face.

"Calm down." Rusl put a hand on the boy's shoulder, "You might lose your breath again. Are you okay?"

He grabbed his hand, squeezing it, "We're here." He whispered, his tears splashing onto his lap, "We're really here. Oh, you were right! We were so close." He suddenly stiffened, staring at Rusl. "Please, Mister. Can you help me?"

Rusl stared at him, his eyes wide, "Yeah . . . ah, I mean, of course! How can I help?"

"Well, first," he looked down, his face turning red, "Could you help me up?"

Rusl nodded, grabbing the boy's shoulders and slowly easing him up. The boy was a bit wobbly on his feet, and Rusl had to quickly stop him from falling when he let go.

"Woah!" he exclaimed, gently supporting the boy on his feet, "Did you hit your head or something?" The boy hesitantly brought a hand to the back of his head, drawing it back quickly to find it soaked in blood. Rusl knelt down to his height, his concern accelerating. "How do you feel?"

"Dizzy," the boy confessed, staring down at his shoes.

"That's nothing to be ashamed of," Rusl touched his cheek, gasping as he snached it back, "And you have a fever. Boy, when was the last time you ate or drank something?" The boy mumbled, staring at anything but Rusl's face. "Could you speak up, please?" Rusl stared expectantly at his face.

"A few days . . . ." he whispered, slowly bringing his head up to see Rusl's paled face.

Rusl couldn't believe what he was hearing. How long was he out here? "Are you alone?"

The boy grabbed Rusl's arm, his feverish eyes filled with determination. "That's what I need your help with. My mom, she's out there close to death. Please sir, we need your help."

Rusl was appalled, his mind still boggled and trying to understand the boy's situation. "Of course, I'll send a search right away. But first we need to get you some medical attention-"

"No!" The boy backed away from Rusl, having on hand support him on the rock, "I won't leave her. Please, sir," the boy noticed the man's hesitant face, "Please!" his voice cracked, and he brought his hands together, begging Rusl to not leave his mother.

Rusl swallowed, feeling like the world was on his shoulders, "Okay," the boy jumped with his eyes wide. "But first let me help that head of yours. Then we'll look for her. Okay?"

The boy hesitantly nodded his head, and Rusl sat him on the rock. He ripped a section off of his shirt, then quickly ran over to the springs that was a few yard behind. He wet the cloth, then came back and cleaned the boys head of his blood. While doing this, he realized the boy's head wasn't brown and was in fact blond. He then ripped another section off of his shirt and wrapped it around his head, creating a makeshift bandage. He hoped it would do.

"Alright." Rusl turned around, "Hope on my back." The boy carefully stood on the rock and got on his back, wrapping his arms around his neck. Rusl grabbed the boy's legs, and after shifting him around, got comfortable. "Which way?" Rusl asked.

He looked around, trying to spot anything familiar. "That way," he pointed towards his right.

Rusl nodded, and started walking. "Now, when we find your mom, you're going to have to walk while I carry her. Do you think you're up to that?"

The boy's eyes narrowed in determination, "Definately."

They both traversed through the woods, the sun getting brighter and brighter as they looked for the boy's mother. As time went by, Link got more and more anxious, his sapphire eyes combing the forest, trying to spot anything familiar. Rusl's concern grew, and he began to wonder if they would even find this women. He prayed to the goddesses that they would. He started to notice Link's grip become less and less, and his eyes start to drop. They need to leave soon, or else Link may not make it.

At last Link gasped, his eyes brightening up, "This is it!" he whispered, sitting up straighter pointing to a log, "Me and my mom hid behind there! So that means . . ." he looked around, "There!" he pointed to Rusl's right, "She's right over there!"

Rusl smiled, relieved that they were done, "Good. What's your mother's name?" Rusl picked up his pace, going in the direction that Link was pointing in.

Link got up higher on his back, excitement clear in his eyes. "Evelyn," he smiled, hugging Rusl's neck tighter. When they got to a clearing however, their moods quickly dampened. For there was nothing there, but a forest green ocarina.

Link fell from Rusl's back, confused. He walked up to the spot his mother once laid, and carefully picked up the ocarina. His hands shook as he examined it, and he sat on the forest floor.

Rusl watched from behind, his heart heavy. "Link," he looked up at the sun, which was now high in the sky, "We need to go back to the village. We tried, and we'll try again, but you're hurt, and right now my number one priority is you."

"No," Link whispered, his lip quivering.

"Because of you, we now have an idea where she is," he took a step forward. "I bet we'll find her better in a group though, and everyone in the village will want to help. I promise," he laid a gentle hand on his shoulder "But right now, we need to go."

"I can't," he whispered, standing up.

"Link," Rusl said, an edge to his voice. He just continued to stare, his hand started to shake. Rusl noticed that the boy was swaying and with a gasp, caught the boy. Link's body went limp, and the ocarina fell from his hand.

*#*#

Uli was getting anxious. Her husband had been gone all morning, and when she checked their stock on firewood, she realized he was probably looking for more. _But he should be here by now_, she stood outside on her porch, her concern growing._ It's almost noon._

She needed a distraction. With a sigh, she walked towards the river, deciding to watch the two kids play. "What are you two doing?" Uli asked, sitting by the river bed.

Ilia shrieked as Fado splashed her with water. "Nothin'!" Fado laughed, putting his head under the water.

Ilia leaned back, her body floating in the calm waters, "We're playing a game," she pointed to where Fado once was. "He's the sea monsters. I'm the Zora princess. He kidnapped me and now I'm waiting for my hero!"

Uli's eyebrows rose, a soft smile on her face, "Oh really? And who's this mysterious hero?"

"AHHHHH!" a round man wearing a green funnel hat ran across the bridge, a stick held high.

"Oh, my hero!" Ilia stood straight up, placing her little hands on her cheeks. "Quick, save me from this monstrous beast!" she pointed at Fado, who in return faced him with bared teeth.

Mayor Bo-father of Ilia-waved his stick around, his face beaming, "With this sword, I shall slay the beast! And save this beautiful damsel while I'm at it. For her beauty is of that of the sun: bright, with-!"

"Less talking, more slaying!" Fado jumped at the mayor.

He yelped in surprise, "Hey! Woah, watch it! No, not my underpants!" Fado pulled on the fabric, "Yikes! OHHHH! AH! WOULD YOU STOP?!"

"Depends," Fado pointed a stick to his face, "do you surrender?"

"Yes!" he exclaimed, pushing the boy off of him, "Now leave me alone!"

"Daddy!" Ilia brought her hands to her chest, a scowl on her face, "What about me?"

"Sorry, pudding pop," he dropped his stick. "I'm too old for this. See you at dinner!" he got out of there as fast as he could. Ilia rolled her eyes, getting out of the water.

"Hey," Fado quickly followed, "Where you goin'?"

"Home," she stated, grabbing a towel.

He scrambled out of the water, "But, what about our game?"

"It's no fun if we don't have a hero. Besides," she glared at him while drying herself, "you cheat."

"Cheat? I ain't no cheater!"

Uli laughed, then brought herself up to her feet, "Why don't you too come over? We can bake some cookies to give to that hero of yours."

"What?" Fado crossed his arms, "To him? Nah! We'll just eat them ourselves. Right, Ilia?"

Ilia picked up the towel and started to dry her hair, "Sure. Can they be butterscotch?"

Uil placed her hand on her round belly, "Why not? Come, we'll start right away."

Rusl still hadn't returned long after the kids got their bellies full with cookies. Uli knew something was up.

*#*#

"Mom? Is everything okay?" She looked up at the door, and found her son, his face slightly scrunched together.

Her 'patient' perked up, her grin wide as she caught sight of the boy. "Big Brother!" she exclaimed, her sapphire eyes sparkling.

"Yes, dear," she gestured him in, and she continued to bandage the wound. "She just fell out of bed. She's quite alright."

"Is that right, Aryll?" he smiled, grabbing her extended hand. She nodded furiously, her light, blond hair swooshing back and forth. He laughed, his piercing blue eyes catching every little quirk of hers.

"You know . . ." the mom smiled, kneeling down to both of their heights, "it is a beautiful day outside. And my, I'm sure Epona must be getting lonely by now."

"No!" Aryll gasped, her grip tightening around her brothers.

The boy turned his gaze to her, an eyebrow raising slightly. "Well, we should do something about that, shouldn't we?" She gave him a slight nod, and he swiftly swiped her off their kitchen table. She giggled, throwing her arms around his neck.

"Wait, Link!" he paused, turning around. The woman smiled, and gently kissed the top of his dark, golden head, "Be careful, you hear me?"

"Moooom!" he groaned, stepping back towards the door. "I'm not a little kid anymore!"

"You're ten!"

"Yeah! I'm into the two digits now! I can take care of myself!"

"Alright, alright! I'll leave you two be," she sighed, standing up. "Now, run along!" He grinned, and they were gone.

She stood there for a few moments, then gently shook her head. Those two were something else, that's for sure.

She walked out of the kitchen, out into the hallway, and into her bedroom. She tip-toed her way across the room, and carefully sat on the bed. She peered over the large bump on the bed, a small smile gracing her face. "Sweetheart, it's time to get up," she gave the man's shoulder a slight shake, a groan coming out from underneath the covers.

"What time is it?" he stirred, his words slurring together.

"A little past dawn, dear."

"Too early."

"The kids are playing outside."

He raised his eyebrows, a slight smile on his face, "And what are you suggesting?"

She slapped his shoulder, "I was suggesting that we go out on the porch and keep an eye on them!" she growled, and pulled the covers from him. "Now get off of your lazy ass and start acting like a good father!"

"That's my girl," he sighed, standing up.

They went outside, she sitting on a bench, her husband leaning on the railing. They watched as their children played with their pony, Epona-Aryll was on her back, laughing and urging her to go faster, with Link right at their heels, his grin evident even with the long distance. She took a long sip from her hot beverage, and she silently prayed that it would always be this perfect. But mostly, she just asked for her children's safety. Hopefully, the goddesses were listening.

*#*#

_Okay, so that's it (save for one scene that was another way of Rusl finding Link, but that's not important)! Now as a 15 year old, I will do my best to write something and actually publish it. Like, I have a one-shot that I should be working on . . . and homework . . . yeah. *cough* Thanks for reading! _

_~Me_


End file.
